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You heard the tale of the philosopher who wanted to prove he did not 


exist 
No I haven't ... 


He stepped out into traffic and was run over by a bus! 
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Featured Poem: Narcissist by Asha Nicole 


I loved the narcissist 
The object of selfish beauty 
Engulfed so deeply in herself 


No suitors did she see. 


I loved the narcissist 
But no lovers did she meet 
Engulfed so deeply in herself 


through the mirror could she see? 


I loved the narcissist 
The way her beauty gleams 
Engulfed so deeply in herself 


she was too blinded to see. 


I loved the narcissist 
her eyes so vague and deep 
Engulfed so deeply in herself 


The narcissist was me. 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish this fifth volume of Poetic 


Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 


Several of the poems in this edition of Poetic Voice were first published in 
the now defunct online artist's magazine This Great Society. These lovely 
poems deserve both new-found admirers, and a degree of permanence. They 
were written by visual artists, many of whom are graduates of the Emily 


Carr Institute of Art and Design (now a University) located in Vancouver. 


The new poem by Aki and the analysis of It’s a Toil that we know ... was 
transcribed and translated from Japanese to English. The historical poems 


are priceless treasures in the English Language. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 
pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 
There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. The 


Theme for the next Poetic Voice Magazine is the darker side of love. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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The Rose by Isabella Yalancy Crawford 


Ms. Crawford is a forgotten Canadian poetess. She lived in the middle of 
the 19" century in Canada, at a time when the new Dominion had little need 
for poetry and prose. A new nation was in the building and it was strong 
backs that people were looking for. And readers in England hardly expected 


anything of value from Canada, except beaver pelts, wood and whiskey. 


Romantic love was not something expected from a 19" century Canadian 
poetess. Sadly, during her brief life time Isabella Yalancy Crawford (1846 — 
1887) was hardly noticed, but today a hundred and fifty years later she is 


beginning to be! 


The Rose was given to man for this: 
He, sudden seeing it in later years. 
Should swift remember Love's first lingering kiss 


And Grief's last lingering tears; 


How many poems have been written about the Rose? How many symbolic 
renderings of heartfelt emotion? And of Eros ... not many poems were 
written about roses and their erotic nature in Canada in the middle of the 19" 


century! 


Or, being blind, should feel its yearning soul 
Knit all its piercing perfume round his own, 


Till he should see on memory's ample scroll 
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All roses he had known; 


Would a reader of this poem in 1880 have truly understood the mystery of 


her words? Isabella Crawford was obviously a woman of the world ... 


Or, being hard, perchance his finger-tips 
Careless might touch the satin of its cup, 
And he should feel a dead babe's budding lips 
To his lips lifted up; 


Set to the mind's eye, you perceive a creaking brass bed, warm cotton 


sheets, candle light and two lovers, embracing. 


Or, being deaf and smitten with its star. 

Should, on a sudden, almost hear a lark 

Rush singing up—the nightingale afar 
Sing through the dew-bright dark; 


And the bird that is singing? Is it from without the room, or within? 


Or, sorrow-lost in paths that round and round 
Circle old graves, its keen and vital breath 
Should call to him within the yew's bleak bound 
Of Life, and not of Death. 


And what do the French call love but ... /e petit mort? 
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It's a Toil, that we know by Aki Kurosawa 


Aki is wondering, like many of us, if and when the Covid-19 pandemic will 
end, or whether it will end at all. Her life right now is a small bubble: work, 
family, shopping for essentials, and not much else. She hasn't been to a 


restaurant in over a year and well, she can't remember how to spell date. 


And now the Olympics are back in Tokyo. The last time they were in Tokyo 
was in 1964, many years before Aki was born. Then everything was young, 
and new and exuberant. Now Tokyo seems aged as it hosts the delayed 


summer Olympics. 


The Olympics are finally here 
but we in Tokyo ... we fear 


That which we can't see 


But like most Japanese, Aki is worried about Covid-19 and in particular the 
Delta Variety. She laments how much times have changed from just a few 


years ago. 


We welcomed strangers in the past 
but now ... today ...we cannot cast 


A smile to our faces ... 
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It is an unpopular duty to host the Olympics. Before the pandemic the 
citizens of Tokyo were happy to host the games, but not in the midst of a 


viral pandemic. 


It's a toil, that we know 
And a wicked blow 


To our prestige ... 


The Japanese government decided not to allow Japanese citizens or tourists 
to attend the games and so the stadiums, built at great effort and costs, stand 


empty 


The stadiums sit all empty, 
and what will be will be ... 


It can't end fast enough, for me 


While people cannot come and watch the games, there is still need for 
volunteers to help, behind the scenes, for the events. Aki's sister is one of 


the volunteers. 


My sister's she's a volunteer 
And for her health we all do fear 


But she doesn't care ... 
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Aki's sister has been working long days, and has not had much sleep for the 
past few weeks. She is tired and worn down. Her bigger sister is worried 


for her! 


And she says to me ... look 
Big sis ...you always worry far too much 


I'll be fine, believe me. 


In the past Aki's younger sister has been through so much bad luck and 


misfortune that it seems inevitable something will happen to her. 


But she's my little sis .... Hell! 
And I know her far too well, 


Just you see! 


Aki's sister is helping with one of the new Olympic sports, skate boarding! 
So she tells Aki, what could go wrong? We all know that Olympic athletes 


are angels ... 


I won't mind if little sis says ... 
Haha, I told you so ... 


I will grin and bear it. 


Her sister's last boyfriend was a skateboarder and well, he lived for the sport 
and not much else, except the night-life, which was a bit too wild even for 


little sis. 
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It will just be fine 
to hear her voice 


In a month or two. 


The day of the opening of the Tokyo Olympics, Aki slipped a new box of 


condoms into her sisters back pack with a little note 


“I love you. Take, care. Aki." 


Aki can't wait until the games are over and things can go back to ... the 


abnormal! 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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New Poems 
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It's a Toil, that we know by Aki Kurosawa 


The Olympics are finally here 
but we in Tokyo ... we fear 


That which we can't see 


We welcomed strangers in the past 
but now ... today ...we cannot cast 


A smile to our faces ... 


It's a toil, that we know 
And a wicked blow 


To our prestige ... 


The stadiums sit all empty, 
and what will be will be ... 


It can't end fast enough, for me 


My sister's she's a volunteer 
And for her health we all do fear 


But she doesn't care ... 


And she says to me ... look 
Big sis ...you always worry far too much 


I'll be fine, believe me. 
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But she's my little sis .... Hell! 
And I know her far too well, 


Just you see! 


I won't mind if little sis says ... 
Haha, I told you so ... 


I will grin and bare it. 


It will just be fine 
to hear her voice 


In a month or two. 
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Five Short Poems by Simon Perchik 


This shadow half iron, half 
reaching out, breaking loose 


--with both hands the hands 


that no longer come for you 
and in their place the dirt 


grows back together 


--in such a wound you die 
in two places at the same time 


make a path for the sky 


you remember and underneath 
--nothing but your arms 


tearing each other apart 
--handful by handful there's room 


for a little more shadow 


a little more you can say. 
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The rain climbing along your wrist 
makes it seem easy --you breathe 


through your hand, for two 


--it helps to wet your eyelids 
look where water has taken root 


in pieces, knows how to grieve 


the way your arm throws out 
its still warm breezes and each morning 


heavier --dirt learned this long ago 


still fills your mouth with the word 
for sister so nothing 


can break without thirst 


or blossom or with your hand 
crushing you for more tears 


and morning after morning. 


You must enjoy the risk 
swallowing rainwater, splashing 


so close to the ground 
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wait alone for the train 
you know is never in time 


can't rub the tracks dry 


or keep you from leaning too far 
--it's the chance you take, wave 


--sometimes waves, sometimes for nothing. 


You mourn the way this sand 
has no strength, keeps warm 


between one day and another 


and your closed hands 
that need the place 


left by a small stone 


dropping slowly in water 
though what rests here 


is the emptiness already mist 


and nothing starts again 
--you dig as if this beach 


blossoms once your fingers 
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open and these dead 
lose their way among the flowers 


that no longer come home 


--you kneel easily now 
pulled down by your shadow 


following head first as rain 


heavier and heavier 
tracing a face with just your lips 


and worn out nod. 


You have this kinship, the limp 
balances you and the Earth 


already blossoming 


with nothing under it 
though you lift one foot 


closer to the other 


hillside after hillside 
the way mud settles and clots 


--you're used to losing, come 
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so this cane can grab your hand 
almost in time and what's left 


above the ground, knows 


you're drowning, in rain 
stops and starts, in dirt 


and tells you everything. 
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The Mix of a Perfect Martini by William Webster 


I truly miss the sound 
Of ice cubes tingling within 


A steel martini mixer. 


I truly miss the sight 
Of a buxom barmaid 


Jiggling as she shakes it. 


I truly miss the 
‘Want an olive with that?’ 


And the smile when I ask for three 


I truly miss the 
‘Did I make it just right this time?" 


And the smirk on her face when I say 


Maybe me another one ... 
You are getting better at it 


Just shake it a bit more ... will ya! 
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Midnight Nekyia by Joseph Jon 


I must have come through the Ivory Gate: 

The Sun is asleep but his daughters awake 

And tell me they will take me to Dark Night, 

Far from Thalamus and the sensible paths, 

The Hubble Universe and mathematical handshakes, 
Far from where they shudder into daybreak, 

To be carried through AII Places by Her 

Who waits, ready, in dark Vancouver alleyways, 
Willing to teach me All Things. 

The world is off but my eyes are unclosed, 

And I am curious about the shadows 

That stretch their hands to reach into consciousness: 


I am aware and sense them whispering, forgotten, 


And know myself instantly, despairingly, with smiles. 


The old wino had warned me of these dreams 


And how with wine to speak with some and dull the rest: 


But She tells me She will teach me All Things. 


I must have come through the Ivory Gate. 
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J'ai Perdu Mon Paris ... Hélas! by Rose Lang 


I feel hollow inside 


As if I have already died 


Yet I breathe ... in and out... 


But just can't walk about 


To my favorite places 


They are lost to me, traces 


In a corner of my memory. 


Will life ever go back, to be 


What it was before the plague 


Descended on the arches, and 


Walkways of my beloved place 
J'ai perdu Mon Paris ... Hélas! 
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Mountains are Forever by Susan Dale 


The old mountain eyes, open 

When glaciers crushed through creation 
Were yet open when Indian tribes 

Took refuge in their caverns 

But blinking when pioneers 


Brought wagons across mountain trails 


The wise old eyes, closed tight now 

Do not see snow, nor the wildflowers 
Inching up their marble flesh 

But moving beyond. 

until floating amongst mountain clouds 
I turn to look back 

Through six realms of infinity 

And teeter at the precipice 

Of memories and mortality 

To remember the golden nectar 

That dropped on crystal-clear days 

Of measured spaces I thought would last 
Until I lie by the broken pillars 

At the feet of the gods of fate 
Uncounted the smiles that stretched wide 
My untried heart 

My heart to be bitten off and spit out 
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After an epoch beginning from the womb 
Of which I emerged, screaming and kicking 
Solely to propagate the earth 


With open arms did I embrace life 


Life, that snarling, snorting creature 
Panting, prowling, clamouring for time 
Time, with its warm gauze breath 

And spineless shadows 

Growing thin in the hours 


Stretching into tomorrow 


Time, the melting wax and singed wicks 
Of those days I sat 

On the long hands of clocks tick-tocking 
Through lemon-yellow afternoons 


Shining with succulent sun 

But that same, sticky-honey time 

Is running into long abandoned coal-cellars 
Piled with the ashes of yesterday 

Not swept away, 


But lying forgotten and gray 


Dim, misty — the dawn 
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When I could no longer see 

The differentiating line 

Between earth and sky 

And when others see the milky way 

Cresting a crescendo of stars 

I see nets of night 

Hanging in the skies to catch a waning moon 

Creaky mouse sounds run around the corners of my head 
And the luminous rains that sing to violets 

Chill my bones 

Quickly, I turn to the flicker of a shadow 

Jump at a sudden light that slips 

Into the walls behind time 

And know I am two steps away from threadbare quiet 
And the mortality sewn into the hem 

Of every mortal fabric 

We stood beneath it at Calvary 

And see it forever and a thousand times 


Wearing laurels of victory 


Broken from the roots that held me to yesterday 
A tumbleweed lost between dimensions 

Blind, vacuous . 

Being swept along by the winds 

Of space, of distance 


Across the wounded earth 
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Into a sky I feel heaving with 
heavy breaths and merciful heart 
To make a place for me 
Amongst myriad moons 


And the long arms of eternity 
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! Would Rather Sleep Alone by Annie Gavani 


My Boyfriend has a big one ... 
So big that it hurts every time 


He forces his way with me. 


I tell him to stop, 

But he doesn't listen to me. 
He just pushes 

and pushes 


and pushes 


So I tell him 
as the sun goes down 
No you cannot stay tonight 


I would rather sleep alone. 
Either you 


or your ego 


... has got to go 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 


Page 32 


You Don't Seem to Care ... by Isabella Montsouris 


I want you 
to carry me about 
in a small; box 
in your jacket 


close to your heart 


Not just a picture of me 
mind you, but me 

in my entirety 

so that I can hear the 


pitter-patter of your heart 


When a beautiful girl 
catches your eye 
and I can kick and scream 
and ask her ... 


what about me? 


You don't seem to care 
about me in my entirety 
even though you carry 
my picture in your jacket 


close to your heart ... 
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Several Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The Alphabet of Love 


A is the Artfulness in the words he uses 

B is the Blush the touch on her breasts produces 
C is the Creep of his hand on her legs 

D is the Don't! — she coquishly begs 

E is the Excitement as his hand gets much higher 
F is her Feeling of growing desire. 

G is the Gasp as her dainties he touches 

H is her Heat he feels in his touch 

I is her Instinct that says it's too much 

J is her Jump as he touches the spot 

K is the Kiss that rewards him for that 

L is the Love she now feels as he lingers 

M is her Mention — is it a sin? 

N is the Nice way she now opens her legs 

O is the Opening that she has now made 

P is his Penis that is ripe to be felt 

Q is the Quiet way that she lets out her squeal 
R is her Rapture — the caresses she begins 

S is her Stroke getting bolder and bolder 

T is his Throb getting stronger and stronger 
U is her Uterus which begins to shudder 


V is her Vagina that wants him inside 
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W is her Wish ... they fornicate forthwith 
X is the Xtacy she knows lies ahead 
Y is her Yearning ... but ... no ... no .... No ... NO! 


Z is his Zeal ... all over her hand ... 


Poor her! 
For he is now asleep ... and she is wide awake! 
She now knows that 
Their Alphabet of Love 
Is best recited quickly! 


Once Again ... 


Once again I open my heart to someone 
And once again dust is thrown in 

The coals have all but gone out 

The embers dulled and fizzled 


So much for opening my heart to someone 


Where does all the dust come from? 
Is there a dust diva who hands 

out buckets of the snuff, 

with little instruction booklets; 

first do this, then do that, then 


with pleasure pollywack. 
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Ashes to ashes ... dust to dust ... 
Where is the divine one with the 
embers? Please toss me a few coals 


before my heart forever grows cold 


When Jack is in the Box 


The box, it lets us hide away 
It is the place that says please stay! 
For there is much pleasure in it. 


And it's got its own bite ... 


Sometimes there's pain there two, 
But that does not long last. Soon 
It catches the best of us 


Boys — its féted by our lust. 


Some a thread bare ... some hid by rugs ... 
It snatches us, then tugs, tugs, tugs 
And some even sing and talk 


When Jack is in the Box. 


It's Got a Hungry Bite! 
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A machine — a nasty bit 


It's got a hungry bite. 


If I were a mouse, it 


Would go snap ... and that was that! 


A mind of its own 


The dastardly thing has 


It does what it wants 


Not what I need it to do. 


And here I am, soaked and wet 


Standing by myself in the rain 


The damned contraption 


Won't work! !#@& 


I call it dumbrella! 


That Circle of Death 


Every century, for at least a thousand years 
The Ottomans on horseback, with scimitar at hand, 


have come and pushed us to the East. In fear 
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we would trudge ... men, women, children ... and 
the lucky ones would survive, with piles of stones 


marking our way, the resting place for covered bones. 


Our praise ... our timeless Aramaic prayers 
that we are not alone, would carry for miles. 
Our elders would recount the centuries old tales 
of how the sun would rise here before us 

Then slowly set to our left. Then our wails 
would mark the next day's trek — the sun 


to the right of us, and so on, and so on, 


and so on ... that Great Circle of Death. 


With modern times, it had been our dream 

That this year would be different than 915 

But I am sure we had passed this way, days 

before, too dazed to even set the sacred stones. 

The vultures had by now picked clean the arid bones 


of my beloved. All that was left of her, was her cross. 
After countless days, in the end, even the horses grew 
gaunt. In the dark of night the horsemen deserted those that 


endured, gone were the frail ... we few had survived to begin anew. 


Don't cry me a river of tears ... nor try to wash away the facts; 
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We are fewer by many thousands ... whole villages lost in time 


scattered across space ... but we are alive ... to recount the crime 


That wretched, unrelenting Genocide ... that slaughter of our race. 


Praise be to God, the Almighty and Christ his Son. 


What Brings Boys Joy 


The boys 

They love their toys ... 
Like the girls 

Love their pearls. 
Sugar and Spice 

And all things nice 


Nah ... Not the Boys 


What brings them joy 


Are their sticks! 


and so the story's told ... 


and so the story's told ... 


that we, all in time, grow old. 
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when young we tease the gray 


but end up like them one day 


we dare not call them sir, 
but act, we do, as curs. 
we dare not call them mam’ 


lest we end up so damned 


in jest we jostle them aside 
but were we them, we'd die 
of shame and angst and grief. 


for time robs us, the thief! 


of youth and beauty, and that's not all 
for in the end, like them, we fall. 
old age is not a crime, nor shame, 


... We have only time to blame. 


nothing can, do we, to pass the test 
and the sagging of our breasts, 
when in our loins the fire ends, 


and when our joints no longer bend 


we all end up the same way, 
at the finish of the our day. 


age creeps up as in the night ... 
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what wretchedness and dreaded fright 


they looked after us when we were young 
but now, late in their lives all's unsung 
we push them into lonesome boneyards 


and then treat them like baneful retards 


their life stories now all forgotten 
as if in age all that was rotten. 
what legacies they leave behind? 


perhaps the kindness that duty finds. 


remember then the next time, 
you push the aged aside. The crime 
is to be found in that what do you 


when respect and kindness is due. 
In youth we stand immortal 

near death we all are mortal 

and so the story's told ... 

that we, all in time, grow old, 


Oh Dorothea! 


She pulled her simple dress 
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off her body and over her head. 
For a second her bare breasts 
hung, pears to be plucked. Then 
down her soft dark locks fell, 

a curtain hiding her lush fruit. 
There was an eagerness — her tell — 


a hunger for a brute 


And I saw her pink panties 

too, crumpled moist and rucked 
well into the best of her dainty 
morsel! Do I have such luck! 

I look around the room, 

her place, the curious bed, 

a cross on the wall, the doom 


of the crucifixion and of dread. 


A heavy pet just wasn't enough 
now she's putting me to the test 
and after all of that bluff 

it's only human I guess. 

She unbuckles my belt, 

flicks her hair off her teats, 

and asks me how I felt! 


Now we've got to do it 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 43 


she says and tugs down my pants 
and all with such speed and skill 
that the best of me is now at hand 
yet her panties linger, cunneate still 
- cunning girl — you've got to do it, 
She pleads, and the opening act 
begins, off comes the last of my kit. 


She grabs at me — we tumble into the sack. 


She smothers me, her breasts soft 

flesh against my lips, milk gushes 

hot, salty and sweet. It is her love 

that's in her taste, her lust. She tries to rush us 
but I just suckle, utterly, a calf to a heifer. 
And so her pears become pomegranates. 

She presses hard against me, with effort 


I could breathe, she takes my life for granted. 


I pull her hair. She lifts her head. 

I take in a mouth full of air, 

the room spins, is it me or her? The bed 
rocks — it's her expectation — still her pair 
of panties stay on. It is just too much! 
She brushes against me, my eyes plead 
She stares past me — she wants to push 


She really wants us to do the deed. 
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Me! I am content to wait a bit 

longer. She less so, that I know, 

but I am happy to feast at her tit 

and let the best of me stand and grow. 
I could feel her through the cloth, 

silk, soft and moist — was it her or me. 
I thought, what is it she really sought? 


There was only one thing to do but see. 


Ilet my hand creep along her back, 

down into her panties. Her skin was cold 
and soft, a babe's bottom. Ah her rack 
such feminine flesh ... were I so bold 

I would tear the cloth off her. 

She squirts more milk into my mouth. 

I squeeze her plumpness, kitty purrs 


and starts to thrash about. 


I open my mouth wide and suck 
Her into me. I gulp her fullness — 
exquisite jello — she starts to buck, 
her chest glows warm like a furnace. 
She wants to strip. I hold on 

to her panties. Now she is the one 


to wait. She thinks she's won 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 45 


but it is I who now have the fun. 


She reaches down and grabs me, 

but not the point but the rung. 

She squeezes. I close my legs. See 

I can't wait. I tickle with my tongue. 
She jingles me. Oh my god, my 
god, my god. I bare my teeth. 

She snarls and by and by 


she’s now all bare beneath. 


I have no idea what I am doing. 

She knows this — her breasts I push 

From my mouth — her lips spring 

to mine. I feel her curls brush 

and tickle me. She moves down, I up. 

We touch ... her sex and mine .., it’s exquisite. 
What other way can this be described, cup 


and saucer, the milk has been served. Is this it? 


I move up — she moves away. 

I grab her hips. She locks her knees. 

I’m pinned! No not yet she says. 

With me she can do as she please 

And so she does. Cunnus forth and back. 


She swings her hips and I keep time. 
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My pendulum swings back and forth, 


My sack swings full of nickles and dimes. 


She gushes, she floods, we kiss 

Her breasts press full against my chest 
She moves down, but somehow we miss. 
She seems to know what's best 

For both of us. Not Yet! My eyes focus 
on the cross, while along her I slip. 

Oh my god, my god, my god. She sighs 


lovingly. I'm in the groove — this is it! 


The best of her tickles the best 

of me. What perfection! We stop 
suddenly, as if it were time to rest, 

but it is the feel of it. This can't be topped. 
I can feel her pulse, she throbs, 

Oh my god, my god, my god. Is this it? 

I want to thrust but she fobs. 


Entranced ... aroused ... by the swinging of her tits. 


She starts to giggle with such glee 
I start to giggle and jiggle too. 
Now it's time! She unpins me 
but I am not ready. What to do? 


I'm scared — boys and their toys, 
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don't often play. Mine are brand new, 
...unrapped. She knows this. I play coy 


She bares down. Past her I flew. 


A slip, sliding moment. It's lush! 

She's annoyed with me — impatient in fact 

All I can think to do is well ... blush. 

She bares down, but I pull back. 

She chases me to and fro — seeking 

to hide me away. She grabs the head 

and guides me. My eye blind, a voyeur peeking 


at the unworldliness of it, here in bed. 


How do they know to do this? These girls 

do they learn this at some secret school? 

Such precious wisdoms ... such perfect pearls 

in the throws of her lust, she keeps her perfect cool 
then slowly — oh so slowly her secondo lips 

kisses the best of me. I dare not move. 

Young pups don't know about such tricks! 

It depends on what they try to prove. 


She brings her legs together and squeezes tight. 
Oh my god, ... my God ... My God! 
She smiles in rapture. It is too much for me fight 


I bring my legs together too ... 
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what else am I to do? 

She parries, I thrust … 

Stop! 

She wraps her hand round me 
hoping to stem the flow, 

But it was too late ... 

its in 


Oh Dorothea! 


Content to Know We Once Loved 


At the end of this day, 
as darkness starts to fall 
What am I to say ... 


for it's loneliness that calls. 


My love — she has gone. 
She has been plucked from me, 
and I am left here all alone 


sad and foregone, as you can see. 


Me, a kind and gentle man 
was not vile enough for her. 
So she sought all she can 


and stole away with a wretched cur. 
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I and she fit hand to glove ... 
they like hand and whip. 
Ours was the sanctity of love, 


There's the sharpness of the tips! 


Oh, I remember my darling's face, 
her lovely eyes and red full lips. 
How when we met she was such grace, 


her happiness seemed her step. 


She'd let me string her bodice tight 
... go we to company and the dance, 
then free her at the end of night, 


to consummate our sweet romance. 


For many months we loved like this 
We slept together in such bliss 
Then I one day awoke to find 


My bed was empty — she was gone! 


The night before a man she found 
had taken such a fancy to her 
This morn she'd gone to ground 


... that damned is such a cur! 
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He had his way with her 
and with such force ... her pains 
became her pleasures, lured 


away he was by his disdain. 


For all things good and nice 
Her pleasures and her pains replete 
In mortal sin she paid her price 


No longer was she so new and sweet. 


The devil, so cruel was he 
he robbed her of her blessed soul. 
Happy could she no longer be, 


her blood ... it ran so cold. 


Then she saw him for what 
he was, and late one night 
at my door she reappeared, hat 


in hand ... they'd had a fight. 


No longer was she that pretty 
thing that I once knew, he led 
her to her ruin — now she's petty, 


her escape from real life her bed. 


But now she is the one 
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to sleep alone — for itis I 
who packed his bags, is gone 


I must flee ... esrt I die. 


The memory — how lost her 
loveliness is, is what I see 
When my eyes close. Here, 


Alone ... please leave me be. 


Content to know we once 
loved, but now love no more. 
It has now been many months 


since the closing of that door. 


And what of my broken heart? 
Make it amends? Perhaps with time. 
but it's best we stay apart 


... her loneliness fits her crime. 


Oh Brother! Watch Out for the Pink Ones 


The baby butterfly was confused. 
Where is my father she asked. 


He is in heaven, dear ... her mother said. 
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Female Butterfly eat their mate 
after they copulate and procreate 


It's what their babies are made of 


But you will not hear that 
told by their fathers. 


Oh Brother! Do stay away 


from fluttering butterflies. 


Especially the pink ones ... 


She's Just Along For The Ride 


She has never known real pleasure, 

only pain which she believes is 

happiness. What is her treasure? 

A stable of ruck buddies, her herd 

of large maliciousness, that 

ride her when she feels the urge 

to take whip in hand, to don her riding hat, 
and buck them, or stroke their fur. 


But honestly ... what tickles her fancy? 


... After all giddy girls on horses ride their 


… Sex rubbing them hot against the saddles — 
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...1s the stallion rucking the mare here, 


... or the mare backing into the stallion? 


She might be stoned, or even sober 
It makes no difference. Her panties 
drop with the mere grop 

of their muzzles. She's an addict, 


she loves the ride but won't admit it. 


The stallions buck her around their paddocks 
they dance and prance. She thinks she's fit 


riding them. They're just fucking her 
... And how do we know? 

It's a roll in the hay. It's their feast. 
She's never been to the ‘Big-O” 
Ranch with the plodding beasts. 


Clip, klop, clip, klop, clip, klop 
She's just there for the ride. 


It is I Who Flips the Silver 


He was taught when 

an angel visits you 

your duty is to obey, then 
you might grasp what's true 


about the world! The trouble is 
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there is no way to discern bad 
from good, you might miss 
the tell-tale, the cyphers, the sad 
indifference ... heaven from hell ... 
then where would you be, 
- in that middle place? 

Oh tell 
me I have not erred. See 
if I can stroke their feathered wings, 
... but the devil and the dove do 
sport them both. They both sing 
a familiar song, ... one sweet 
the other less so. 

They're two 

sides of the same coin, 


and it is I who flips the silver. 


Writing Poetry at Mahon Park on a Sunny and Cold Friday Morning 


It is, I admit, a bit of a lark, 

to sit here alone and write in a park 

and people watch as they walk fro and to, 

but for a poet what else's there to do? 

I am not a dog that pees on the grass ... 

Oh, I am so sorry … do you find this so crass? 


Nor am I a trophy, or somebody's wife, 
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I admit I have had a tad better life. 
Nor am I a baby, young in my years 
I am a grown man with hair in my ears. 
Am I an old codger who dodges his fob, 
hell no ... wait just a moment I’m off to my job. 
But I do come here to write a few words, before 
I must go and toil ... 

but back to my poetic lore. 
You sit there and read what it is that say I, 
perhaps long after they say that I have died, 
The trees I can describe in such wonderful colour, 
The air crisp, sky blue, sun, fresh full of ardour. 
The Pacific before me as flat as cut glass 
I wish this great morning would forever last. 
Across the calm water the little boats all slide 
with my nautical senses with them I too glide, 
Then my watch mocks me ... time I must go 
And soon become I one of those to and fro. 
… Oh such sadness! Where are you as you read 


my few words? Please tell me ... pray do not lie 


It's my sunny and cold Friday morning 


here I am writing poetry at Mahon Park. 


Smile and tell me, oh tell me my dear 


I bet you wish you, wish you were her. 
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Say Hello to the Devil! 


The Big Mean Welderbeast charged 

at maiden and man alike, it did not care 

Its eyes blared white with rage! 

Get out of my way, I am coming through 
... it dropped its nose ... I will not stop for you. 
So the crowd scattered, all except one, 

a matador who was not afraid 

of the monster. He stood his ground, 

but still the creature bore ahead 

until at the last possible second it came 

to an abrupt halt, mere centimetres 

from Don Quixotic. Its eyes blared 

white with rage! It snorted, it roared ... 
I'm coming through ... get out of my way! 
But the matador stood his ground! 

The Blasted Mechanical Wallywodge* 
owned the road ... it did not care 

that steel was pitted against bone, 

muscle, soft sinew. They could wash the 
blood off the hood, and straighten the dents. 
Its eyes blared white with rage! But it had 
stopped — the best of Bremen Motor 

Werks had stopped. It honked. It hollered. 
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Its eyes blared white with rage! Then the 
Matador bowed and said, next time 
don't stop — Ill end up your ornament 


... hood ... say hello to the devil! 


* wally means foolish, wodge means thing. 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books … 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics Physcs and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty títles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Modern Day Poems 
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Silvered and Bronzed by Gabriele D'Annunzio 


Silvered 


When, half upraised, her belly to the sand, 
Naked she welcomes the slow-conquering tide, 
Then, in the full moon's radiance, she appears 


Like some great silver statue lying there. 


A Callipygian Venus, lewdly posed — 
Into the rounded surface of her sides 
Two hollows sculpted, and her powerful spine 


Furrowing deeply as she arches back. 


The rising tide steals up and moistens her. 
She starts and shudders at its icy touch, 


Her loins a-tremble in their ecstasy. 


The billows dash against her face, but still 
She holds her chosen posture fearlessly 


Till, at its height, the tide submerges her. 


Bronzed 


After her bath, all dripping wet, and swathed 
In her dark hair, her body shivering, 
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She prints in the dry surface of the sand 


The splendid contours of her flawless limbs. 


Sometimes she grasps her bosom's living fruits 
Causing their sturdy points to burgeon forth; 
Sometimes she rolls about, and the coarse sand 


Marks her smooth skin with curious designs. 


Then, patterned thus, she offers up her all 
To the moon's kiss, on seaweed-couch outspread, 


Remaining motionless with skyward breast. 


And the distance on the background dark, 
She looks like a great brazen statue, part — 


Corroded by the sea's acidity. 
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Men Improve with the Years by W. B. Yeats 


I am worn out with dreams; 

A weather-worn, marble triton 
Among the streams; 

And all day long I look 

Upon this lady's beauty 

As though I had found in a book 
A pictured beauty, 

Pleased to have filled the eyes 
or the discerning ears, 


Delighted to be but wise, 


For men improve with the years; 
And yet, and yet, 

Is this my dream, or the truth? 
Oh would that we have met 
When I had my burning youth! 
But I grow old among dreams, 
A weather-worn, marble triton 


Among the streams. 
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I Sing — The Body Electric by Walt Whitman 


From I Sing — The Body Electric (part 5) 
This is the female form, 


A divine nimbus exhales from it from head to foot, It attracts with fierce 


undeniable attraction, 


I am drawn by its breath as if I were no more than a helpless vapour, all falls 


aside but myself and it, 


Book, art, religion, time, the visible and solid earth, and what was expected 


of heaven or feared of hell, are now consumed, 


Mad filaments, ungovernable shoots play out of it, the response likewise 


ungovernable, 


Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent falling hands all diffused, mine 
too diffused, 


Ebb stung by the flow and flow stung by the ebb, love-flesh swelling and 


deliciously aching, 


Limitless limpid jets of love hot and enormous, quivering jelly of love, 


white-blow and delicious juice, 
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Bridegroom night of love working surely and softly into the prostrate dawn, 


Undulating into the willing and yielding day 


Lost in the cleave of the clasping and sweet fleshed day. 


This is the nucleus — after the child is born of woman, man is born of 


woman, 


This is the bath of birth, this is the merge of small and large, and the outlet 


again. 


Be not ashamed women, your privilege encloses the rest, and is the exit of 


the rest, 


You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the soul. 


The female contains all qualities and tempers them, She is in her place and 


moves with perfect balance, 


She is all things duly veiled, she is both passive and active, 


She is to conceive daughters as well as sons, and sons as well as daughters, 


As I see my soul reflected in Nature, 
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As I see through a mist, One with inexpressible completeness, sanity, 


beauty, 


See the bent head and arms folded over the breast, the Female I see. 
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Athene By Gwyneth Anderson 


I will give myself up to the dark and beautiful things: 
The light that is shrouded in mist — the intruder's wings — 


Intruder, the owl caressing the troubled hair! 


Beset me, oh bird of the barn that calls at night, 
Beset me, bewilder me, sweep your soft wings across 
The animal-human tension and need and loss 


And momently-sweet false gain. 


Fold me, oh bird of the dark in your blinded flight 
To your own dim gods, and sing your harshest song, 


With its final note that is silent to human ears. 
The mist will enshroud us, obscuring the last of the light — 


The mist will encircle, enclose the globe of my fears 


And quiet the breath in my throat that obstructs my song. 
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Leda and the Swan By W. B. Yeats 


A sudden blow: the great wings beating still 
Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed 
By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill, 
He holds her helpless breast upon his breast. 
How can those terrified fingers push 

The feathered glory from her loosening thighs? 
And how can body, laid in that white rush, 

But feel the strange heart beating where it lies? 
A shudder in the loins engender there 

The broken wall, the burning roof and tower 
And Agamemnon dead. 

Being so caught up, 

So mastered by the brute blood of the air, 

Did she put on this knowledge with his power 
Before the indifferent beak could let her drop? 
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The Fresh — Water Venus by Gabriele D'Annunzio 


From the Fresh-Water Venus 


Agile, and unabashed, she clambered down 
Towards the river, like a parching hind. 

The forest thrilled with tenderness for her. 
The utmost reassurance filled her eyes; 

And of such tawny blondness was her hair 
That verily the bees must have been drawn, 
As though towards some honey of their own, 


By the deception lure of locks like those. 


Reaching the edge, she paused reluctantly. 
But soon those tresses worth the ancient comb 
Of Cyprus had been knotted at her nape, 

And, with no hint of modesty, she gave 

To sun and water all her naked charms, 
Entering navel-deep into the gulf 

And glistening there just as Praxiteles 


Had sculpted her at Cnidus and at Cos. 


Oh dream of beauty neath unhampered skies 
Dream by my earliest puberty conceived, 
when I imagined, during studious nights, 


The laurels of Ilissus rising from 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 69 


The lifeless pages to adorn my brow, 
With Acidalian roses twined — Oh dream 
You radiant bloomed at last without a veil, 


Fulfilled in flesh beneath unhampered skies. 


I peered between the grass. She stretched her arms 
Towards a branch that, rich in clustered leaves, 
Reached over her, and drew to it her form 


Entire that flexed in undulations lithe. 


Them, with a sudden spring, she straightened out 
And swung herself to where the tide ran deep; 
And there the water into turmoil stirred, 
Foam-fertile neath the impact of her limbs. 
Those lissom nudities that slipped into 


The river’s bottom’s mystery passed through 


A spread of floating leaves that marked their course; 
And close upon the course my own desire, 

Thirsting to taste the flesh’s ecstasies, 

Followed with swiftly beating wings, at might 

A vulture plunging from the loftiest heavens 


Towards the odour of his carnel prey. 


But when she smoothly laid her spotless frame 


Across the water’s lap, and so displayed 
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The scarlet berries of her upturned breasts, 
While in her belly's flesh the navel shone 
As if the seal of treasure there intact, 

On the plump pubis and the hollowed groin 
The clinging droplets in the curly fleece 


Glittered like dew in some resplendent fern. 
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The Skirt by Guillaume Apollinaire 


Hello Germaine that's a fine skirt you have 
A fine skirt for a empress — a cruel empress! 


Let's feel the silk of it — silk from Japan 


and trimmed with white lace made on no machine. 


Your skirt's a silken bell — a double clapper 
Your legs have struck the passing of my fancies 
Oh Germaine now I ring — my breast heaves 


My hands press down on your willing haunches 


Your bedroom - Oh my bell is a belfry! 


My hands touch the silk and seem to tear my ears 


Those pegs are gallows on which skirts are hanging 


Those pendent pins are dazzling my eyes ... 


Motionless as an owl — the oil lamp watches. 


(translated from the French) 
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Strip-Tease by Lawrence Durrell 


Soft toys that make to seem girls 


In cool whitewash with two coral 


Valves of lips printing each others' grease ... 


A clockwork Cupid's bow. Increase! 


Their cherry-ripe hullo brims the open purse 


Of eyes washed white by marmoreal light; 


So swaying as if on pyres they go 


About the buried business of the night, 


Cold witches of the elementary tease 


Balanced on the horn of supposed desire ... 


Trees shed their leaves like some of these. 
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Annabel Lee by Edgar Allan Poe 


It was many, a many year ago, 

In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know By the name of Annabel 
Lee, 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought Than to love and be loved 
by me. 

I was a child and she was a child 

In this kingdom by the sea: 

But we loved with a love that was more than love — I and my Annabel Lee, 
With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven coveted her and me. 

And this was the reason that, long ago, 

In this kingdom by the sea 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 


my beautiful Annabel Lee 


So that her high-born kinsmen came 

And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 

In this kingdom by the sea. 

The angels, not half so happy in heaven, 
Went envying her and me — 

Yes! That was the reason (as all men know, 
In this kingdom by the sea) 


That the wind came out of the cloud one night 
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Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee 


But our love is stronger by far than the love 
Of those who were older than we = 

Of many far wiser than we — 

And neither the angels in heaven above, 
Nor the demons down under the sea, 

Can ever disserver my soul from the soul 


Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: 


For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 

Of my darling — my darling — my life and my bride, 

In the sepulchre there by the sea, 


In her tomb by the sounding sea. 
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Six Poems by e. e. cummings 


May I Feel Said He 


may i feel said he 
i'll squeal said she 
just once said he 


it’s fun said she 


may i touch said he 
how much said she 
a lot said he 


why not said she 


let's go said he 
not too far said she 
what's too far said he 


where you are said she 


may i stay said he 

which way said she 
like this said he 

if you kiss said she 


may i move said he 


is it love said she 
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if you're willing said he 


but you're killing said she 


but its life said he 
but your wife said she 
now said he 


ow said she 


tiptop said he 
don't stop said she 
on no said he 


go slow said she 


cccome? Said he 
ummm said she 
you're divine! said he 


you are Mine said she. 
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Love and Its Mysteries 


3 
somewhere i have never travelled, gladly beyond 
any experience, your eyes have their silence: 
in your most frail gesture are things which enclose 


me, or which i cannot touch because they are too near 


your slightest look easily will unclose me 
though i have closed myself as fingers, 
you open always petal by petal myself as 


Spring opens touching skilfully, mysteriously her first rose 


or if your wish be to close me, i and 
my life will shut very beautifully, suddenly, 
as when the heart of this flower imagines 


the snow carefully everywhere descending; 


nothing which we are to perceive in this world 
equals the power of your intense fragility: 
whose texture compels me with the colour of its countries, 


rendering death and forever with each breathing 


(1 do not know what it is about you that closes 
and opens; only something in me understands 


the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses) 
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nobody, not even the rain, has such small hands 


yes is a pleasant country: 
if's wintry 
(my lovely) 


let's open the year 


both is the very weather 
(not either) 
my treasure, 


when violets appear 


love is a deeper season 
than reason; 
my sweet one 


(and April's where we're) 


it is so long since my heart has been with yours 


shut by our mingling arms through 


a darkness where new lights begin and 
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increase, 
since your mind has walked into 
my kiss as a stranger 


into the streets and colours of a town — 


that i have perhaps forgotten 
how, always (from 

these hurrying crudities 

of blood and flesh) Love 


coins His most gradual gesture, 


and whittles life to eternity 


— after which our separating selves 


become museums 


filled with skilfully stuffed memories 
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It has been so long since my heart has been with yours 


shut by our mingling arms through 

a darkness where new lights begin and 
increase, 

since your mind has walked into 

my kiss as a stranger 


into the streets and colours of a town — 


that i have perhaps forgotten 
how, always (from 

these hurrying crudities 

of blood and flesh) Love 


coins His most gradual gesture, 


and whittles life to eternity 


— after which our separating selves become museums filled with skillfully 


stuffed memories. 


Yes is a pleasant country 


Yes is a pleasant country: 


If's wintry 
(my lovely) 
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He's open the year 


Both is the very weather 
(not either) 
My treasure, 


When violets appear 


Love is a deeper season 
Than reason; 


My sweet one 


and april's where we are 


Picasso 


Picasso 

you give us things 

which 

bulge grunting lungs pumped full of thick mind 


you make us shrill 
present always 
shut in the sumptuous screech of 


simplicity 
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(out of the 
black unbunged 
something gushes vaguely a squeak of planes 


Or 


between squeals of 
nothing grabbed with circular shrieking tightness 
solid screams whisper) 


Lumberman of The District 


your brain's 

axe only chops hugest inherent 
Trees of Ego, from 

whose living and biggest 
bodies lopped 

of every 


prettiness 

you hew form truly 

i like my body when it is with your body 
i like my body when it is with your body 


it is so quite a new thing 


muscles better and nerves more 
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i like your body. 1 like what it does, 

i like its hows. i like to feel the spine 
of your body and its bones, and the 
trembling firm — smoothness and which 
i will again and again kiss, 

i like kissing this and that of you, 

1 like, slowly stroking the, shocking fuzz 
of your electric fur, and what-is-it 
comes over parting flesh ... 

and eyes big love-crumbs 

and possibly I like the thrill; 


of under me you so quite new 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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Saudade by April Chye 


l. 
let’s go to paris, you say to me 
from one end of the world to another. 
I'm slipping past the darkening raintrees, the drowning sunflowers, 
across the swathe of red equator and 
you're drifting through the blue mist as 
winter falters past your windows, and we'll meet 
in paris, two doves in mourning 
til we meet. 
let's go to paris, you say 
eating a bowl of cereal on a cold morning. 
I'm nine thousand miles away, sipping 
on a coconut and dipping 
my toes in the pool and 
I say yes, let's. 
forget that you have snow in your porch to shovel, 
forget all I do at the country club is 
act alive, let's go to paris and 
embrace the flutter of wings as we settle 
onto cobblestoned ground, 
breathe in the posies and the lavender, 
the sway of bosquets along champs elysees. 
at night, the sea of candles float above their linen cloths 


glowing among the chorus of 
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echoed sighs, 
at night, the opera batille curtains flutter open onstage, 
as human swans soutenu to la bayadere 


in traceless grace. 


stop, you say, at this point, you re making me yearn. 
meanwhile the tea is boiling, 
the screen is flickering 
as ted mosby steals a blue french horn 
for the girl who fed him olives from a corked jar 
in the crampedness of her brooklyn apartment. 
he's a sad man 
for believing in everything in his world, 
you gibe, hand diving 
into the bag of trail mix, 
heart like a trussed open tent, gaping into the wind. 
youre a sad man for believing in nothing in yours, 
I gibe back, taking the proffered cashews. 
and what we think of the dancing, the light, 
the live music and 
the dead art 
is fleeting, 


the city of romance a faint dream. 
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stop, I want to escape and you're making us and paris seem 

so real, you say. 

youre right, it's all in your head, 
none of this is real, I quip. 
the two aren't mutually exclusive, are they 
and this is as real as it gets, 
your nibbled lips and my sugarplum neck 
stinging like honeysuckles in the dark. 

another time, we are in the room 
where the air lights up in flames 

like sparks dancing atop our nerve endings. 

all the world's ending, you say, 
as you huddle under the covers and pull me under. 

I promise to keep the bad things from you, 
I promise to never lead you astray, you say. 

hush, 

kiss, 
hush, 
don't cry because of me, you whisper 
as I sniffle into your chest, 
and another silver cord forms, 


as undeniable 


and impossible to break. 
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I believe, we're at a crossroads, I say later, 
I think weve been here forever. 
your hand pauses, do you object to being in the standstill? 
not really I suppose, 
my eyes flickering, 
ours is a circular standstill. 
there comes a time when I'm in the corner dwelling on things 
that make my mind jolt and scream 
and you hold out apple tea and cookie monster cupcakes, 
forget the wine and hors d'oeuvres 
we can feast on goose and game anywhere else. this, though, 
this is real. 
when you grab me as I walk away and spin me around, 
we are dancing to the inconsolable song 
that won't stop singing, 
and when you kiss me in the room that lights up in flames, 
we are carving cities and villages 
into the blank canvases of our hot bodies 
our legs incredibly tangled and impossibly fit 
and we're feasting our eyes 
on the most captivating painting of all. 


this is Paris that we're living 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 89 


our world that we're forging 
as we traipse down Broadway 
and stop for some new york cheesecake, 
as we hike down to 53rd and 6" 
to inhale chicken and rice in the biting cold; 
every night you sniff the vanilla on my neck, 
our hands warmly clasped 
two cogs fused together in the dark 
as the lavender along the Champs d'Elysees 
flits away in comparison. 
and so, 
what we see in Paris is the romance, 
the pastries and the checkered cloth, 
the petals and the bouquet, 
the saxophone and the jazz, 
we're in love with the idyll of love, 
and it's all lovely isn't it, 
until it isn't. don't you see, 
we can be bound to each other, 
to the dog that will never stray, 
to the glistening orange tree in the grove, 
but there's nothing to show us 
why we were made to roam in one place 
and not the other, here 


and not in hell. 
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and so it begins, 
the faltering tempo, 
the stumbling crescendo 
of the bruised and jagged. 
it's one of those nights, 
I know them all too well, 
the thrashing of limbs and 
crashing of skulls in the 
clashing dark. 
my soul is split into two, you moan, 
there's nothing to live for anymore, 
we have nothing to live for, 
nothing that binds us to earth. 
since this life began, 
you ve been feeling, you say, 
like it's so hard to get by in this existence, like 
none of it is worth it anymore, 
like ash from a body dwindling into dust. 


why run?, I ask. 


because anything, you reason, 
is better than this. 


Paris makes me want to forget, 
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because reality is just that miserable, you cry out. 
the lights go out, and you come to me 
broken and aching 
away from the light switch, 
away from the light, 
stop talking, you whisper, 
let's just forget. 
looking around the room, 
our legs entwined, 
fingers clasped, 
our symmetries melding, 
the soft snow on our boots in the corner crushed; 
above the boots in the corner, 
the rose you once placed in my hands 
lay withering, 


forgotten. 


you're like the boy who refused to grow up, 
who chased Neverland 
and wanted to shoot off into the distance 
into its exuberance with wendy 
darling, 
but peter, 


I know where this leads to, 
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and this story isn't a happy one. 

SO grow up, peter 

age is a monster 
who knocks on all our doors, 

incessantly and inevitably, 
and with time 
our want for fairy dust will be short-lived, 
we will all grow out of our need to fly, 


to be winged creatures perched for the heights. 


I know this much, peter, 
it will turn sour in time, 
the wine staining the tips of our wings, 
the whiff of acerbity, 
and you wouldn't like to be called absurd, 
would you darling? 


don't be melodramatic, you say, 


we are allowed to dream, aren't we? 


but sentient beings aren't senseless beings, you know 
there's a dream named Paris 
in the never-ending shades of what might become of us 
but it doesn't end well. 
I'm scared, peter. 
I'm scared for you. 


sometimes, I’m scared of me too. 
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well then, what else is there left to do but run, you ask, 
you were always so matter of fact about things, you child, 
and sure, 
we can run 
but let me tell you something about the light, 
let me tell you something about our darkness, 
for two people like us 
in agony like crumpled foils in the wind, 
our pursuit is the one of 
kings after crowns, 
paupers after riches, 
the scampering squirrel after the golden apple, 
peter we're running because we're scared, but 
the fear is inside of us and for that, 


we're never getting there, peter. 


in the last scene, 
we're teetering off 
the age of existence, and entering the 
death of the living. 
what happens when we disappear? 
you ask one day, 
out of the blue, 


in the yellowing dusk, 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 94 


near the reddening heat. 
nothing, really, 1 muse. 
outside the streets will still brim 
with crate laden fruits, cradled 
and then pried apart 
slabs of meat slapped 
onto hard wood, 
butchered 
fish thrown in boiling water, 
skewered. 
and at some point you stumble, 
flailing, hailing, 
trailing 
the wispy shreds of peripheral sanity. 
you could never, would never, you yell, 
understand. 
my shadow inches 
closer 
and closer, 
the door looming ominously as I 
back away, and 
yours? 
yours is so very far away, 
hardly there, 
like thin wisps of air. 
like a corporeal form with intangible attachments, 
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like a black soul fading into the nothingness. 
and we? 
what happens when peter is brought away by the darkness? 
we are like doves in mourning, 
mourning over the death of peter, 
the death of the rabbit-hearted boy, 
the boy who ran away from reality. 
and pairlessly, 
we mourn separately, 
as the distance expands. 
later, I come to realize 
while the streets outside remain, 
inside the fruits that were pried, 
the meat 
butchered, 
the fish 
skewered 
are one 
and the same; 
they're inside of me, 
cradled, 
in a sternum crib, palely 
sweet like a cauliflower in spring, 
bleeding, 
like a white rose, 


brutally minced and maimed. 
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and later, our world will end, with 
water traipsing up my navel, and 
embracing my neck 
like the lovelorn drunk 
who clutches jack daniels by the throat, 
and I will stand there 
by the tips of my toes 
like a lover waiting to be kissed, 
because it is the only form of survival I know, 
gasping for air 
as the ground that bound spirit with wildfire, 
bodies with black magic, the ember glow 
with the velveteen dance crumbles away, 
and at the very end 
your lips will be replaced 
with the cold influx of water, 
and I will say 
what I had always suspected, 
heaving dagger to our necks, 
plucking harp strings from our chests 
trailing crimson ribbons 
along our skin, 


we were in Paris, 
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held french curves to our faces, 
lived until we didn't, 

knew it was burning 

but savored it anyway 
later, when our world ends 
flushed with desire 
and so in fire 
I will say, 


honey, I think we were in Paris all along. 
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The Wingless & the Winged by Erica Jong 


… the wingless thing 
Man 


e.e. cummings 


Most men use their cocks 
for two things only: 

they stand up pissing 

& lie down fucking. 


The world is full of horizontal men — 
or vertical ones — 


& really it is all the same ... 


But your cock flies 

over the earth, 

making shadows 

on the bodies of women, 
making wild bird noises 
from its tiny mouth, 
making music 


& food for thought. 


It is not a wingless thing 
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at all. 


We could call it Pegasus — 
if we didn't make think 


of gas stations. 


Or we would call it Icarus — 
if it didn’t make us think of 
falling. 


But still it dips & dives 
through the sky like a glider, 
in search of a meadow, 

a field 


a sun-dappled swamp 


from which (you rightly said) 
all life begins. 
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Erotic Poetry and Prose by Anais Nin 


I Want to Love you Wildly 


“I want to love you wildly. 

I don't want words, 

but inarticulate cries, 

meaningless, 

from the bottom of my most primitive being, 
that flow from my belly like honey. 

A piercing joy, 

that leaves me empty, 

conquered, 


silenced.” 


“I love your silences, 

they are like mine. 

You are the only being before 

whom I am not distressed by my own silences. 
You have a vehement silence, 

one feels it is charged with essences, 

it is a strangely alive silence, 

like a trap open over a well, 

from which one can hear 


the secret murmur of the earth itself.” 
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"And silence. 

She liked the silence most of all. 
The silence in which the body, 
senses, the instincts, 

are more alert, 

more powerful, 

more sensitized, 

live a more richly perfumed and intoxication life, 
instead of transmuting into thoughts, 
words, into exquisite abstractions, 
mathematics of emotion 

in place of violent impact, 

the volcanic eruptions of fever, 


lust and delight." 


“When your beauty struck me, 

it dissolved me. 

Deep down, 

I am not different from you. 

I dreamed you, I wished for your existence. 
I see in you that part of me which is you. 

I surrender my sincerity 

because if I love you 

it means we share the same fantasies, 


we share the same madness." 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 102 


“I want to fall in love 

in such a way that 

the mere sight of a man, 
even a block away from me, 
will shake and pierce me, 
will weaken me, a 

nd make me tremble 


and soften and melt." 


“Passion ... 


gives me moments of wholeness" 


“T am lonely, 

yet not everybody will do. 

I don't know why, 

some people fill the gaps 

and others emphasize my loneliness. 
In reality those who satisfy me 

are those who simply allow me 


to live with my "idea of them." 


"There were always in me, 
two women at least, 
one woman desperate and bewildered, 


who felt she was drowning 
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and another who would leap into a scene, 
as upon a stage, 

conceal her true emotions 

because they were weaknesses, 
helplessness, despair, 

and present to the world 

only a smile, 

an eagerness, 

curiosity, 

enthusiasm, 


interest." 


"Anxiety is love's greatest killer. 

It makes others feel as you might 
when a drowning man holds on to you. 
You want to save him, 

but you know he will strangle you 


with his panic." 


There are two ways to reach me: 
by way of kisses 

or by way of the imagination. 
But there is a hierarchy: 


the kisses alone don't work." 


"Age does not protect you from love. 
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But love, to some extent, 


protects you from age." 


“You carry away with you 

a reflection of me, 

a part of me. 

I dreamed you; 

I wished for your existence. 
You will always be a part of my life. 
If I love you, 

it must be because we shared, 
at some moment, 

the same imaginings, 

the same madness, 


the same stage." 


Things I forgot to tell you: 


That I love you, 
and that when I awake in the morning 
I use my intelligence 


to discover more ways of appreciating you. 


That when June comes back 


she will love you more 
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because I have loved you. 
There are new leaves 
on the tip and climax 


of your already over rich head. 


That I love you. 
That I love you. 
That I love you. 


I have become an idiot 
like Gertrude Stein. 
That's what love does 
to intelligent women. 


They cannot write letters anymore." 


When Does Real Love Begin? 


“When does real love begin? 


At first it was a fire, eclipses, short circuits, lightning and fireworks; the 
incense, hammocks, drugs, wines, perfumes; then spasm and honey, fever, 
fatigue, warmth, currents of liquid fire, feast and orgies; then dreams, 
visions, candlelight, flowers, pictures; then images out of the past, fairy 


tales, stories, then pages out of a book, a poem; then laughter, then chastity. 
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At what moment does the knife wound sink so deep that the flesh begins to 


weep with love? 


At first power, power, then the wound, and love, and love and fears, and the 
loss of the self, and the gift, and slavery. At first I ruled, loved less; then 
more, then slavery. Slavery to his image, his odor, the craving, the hunger, 


the thirst, the obsession." 


—Anais Nin, Fire: From a Journal of Love - The Unexpurgated Diary of 


Anais Nin 


Dear Collector ... 


We hate you. Sex loses all its power and magic when it becomes explicit, 
mechanical, overdone, when it becomes a mechanistic obsession. It becomes 
a bore. You have taught us more than anyone I know how wrong it is not to 
mix it with emotion, hunger, desire, lust, whims, caprices, personal ties, 


deeper relationships that change its color, flavor, rhythms, intensities. 


"You do not know what you are missing by your micro-scopic examination 
of sexual activity to the exclusion of aspects which are the fuel that ignites it. 
Intellectual, imaginative, romantic, emotional. This is what gives sex its 
surprising textures, its subtle transformations, its aphrodisiac elements. You 
are shrinking your world of sensations. You are withering it, starving it, 


draining its blood. 
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If you nourished your sexual life with all the excitements and adventures 
which love injects into sensuality, you would be the most potent man in the 
world. The source of sexual power is curiosity, passion. You are watching its 
little flame die of asphyxiation. Sex does not thrive on monotony. Without 
feeling, inventions, moods, no surprises in bed. Sex must be mixed with 
tears, laughter, words, promises, scenes, jealousy, envy, all the spices of 
fear, foreign travel, new faces, novels, stories, dreams, fantasies, music, 
dancing, opium, wine. How much do you lose by this periscope at the tip of 
your sex, when you could enjoy a harem of distinct and never-repeated 
wonders? No two hairs alike, but you will not let us waste words on a 
description of hair; no two odors, but if we expand on this you cry Cut the 
poetry. No two skins with the same texture, and never the same light, 
temperature, shadows, never the same gesture; for a lover, when he is 
aroused by true love, can run the gamut of centuries of love lore. What a 
range, what changes of age, what variations of maturity and innocence, 
perversity and art ... We have sat around for hours and wondered how you 
look. If you have closed your senses upon silk, light, color, odor, character, 
temperament, you must be by now completely shriveled up. There are so 
many minor senses, all running like tributaries into the mainstream of sex, 
nourishing it. Only the united beat of sex and heart together can create 


ecstasy." 


—Anais Nin, Introduction to Delta of Venus 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 108 


Poesie at l'Art de Patrick 


Thales of Miletus (624 — 548 B.C.) 
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Thales knew — 
the first of Seven 
Wise Men of antiquity ... 
reasoning can be deductive 
and provide real understanding. 
In 585 B.C. by reasoning alone 
he predicted a solar eclipse … 


and so began mathematical reasoning! 
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Anaximander of Miletus (610- 546 B.C.) 
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Anaximander knew — 
over two thousand years ago, 
the Earth is a sphere 
that spins on its axis 
and orbits the Sun. 

He also taught 
Pythagoras ...well! 
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Pythagoras of Samos (570 — 495 B.C.) 
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Pythagoras knew — 
Philosophia is 
a love of knowledge ... 
Mathematikos is 
something worth learning ... 
With right triangles he proved 

aat+BB=yy... 

Numbers are 


The esssence of things. 
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Zeno of Elea (495 — 430 B.C.) 
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Zeno knew — 
A journey taken 
by half-measures 
never ends. 


What a paradox! 
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Archimedes of Syracuse (287 — 212 B.C.) 
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Archimedes knew — 
with a big enough lever arm 
and a place to stand ... he 
could move the Earth. Eureka! He 
helped the King with 
his gold crown. 
For the circle and the sphere 


he drew out its area and volume. 
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Canadian Poems 
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Seven Poems by Isabella Yalancy Crawford (1846-1887) 


Songs for the Soldiers 


If songs be sung let minstrels strike their harps 
To large and joyous strains, all thunder-winged 
To beat along vast shores. Ay, let their notes 
Wild into eagles soaring toward the sun, 

And voiced like bugles bursting through the dawn 
When armies leap to life! Give them such breasts 
As hold immortal fires, and they shall fly, 

Swept with our little sphere through all the change 
That waits a whirling world. 

Joy's an immortal; 

She hath a fiery fibre in her flesh 

That will not droop or die; so let her chant 

The paeans of the dead, w^here holy Grief 

Hath, trembling, thrust the feeble mist aside 
That veils her dead, and in the wondrous clasp 
Of re-possession ceases to be Grief. 

Joy's ample voice shall still roll over all, 

And chronicle the heroes to young hearts 

Who knew them not 

There's glory on the sword 

That keeps its scabbard-sleep, unless the foe 
Beat at the wall, then freely leaps to light 
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And thrusts to keep the sacred towers of Home 


And the dear lines that map the nation out upon the world. 


His Mother 


In the first dawn she lifted from her bed 
The holy silver of her noble head. 


And listened, listened, listened for his tread. 


"Too soon, too soon!' she murmured, 'Yet I'll keep 


My vigil longer—thou, O tender Sleep, 
Art but the joy of those who wake and weep! 


Joy's self hath keen, wide eyes. O flesh of mine. 


And mine own blood and bone, the very wine 
Of my aged heart, I see thy dear eyes shine! 

T hear thy tread ; thy light, loved footsteps run 
Along the way, eager for that "Well done!’ 
We'll weep and kiss to thee, my soldier son! 
‘Blest mother I—he lives ! Yet had he died 
Blest were I still, —I sent him on the tide 

Of my full heart to save his nation's pride! 

'O God, if that I tremble so to-day. 

Bowed with such blessings that I cannot pray 
By speech—a mother prays, dear Lord, alway 
‘In some far fibre of her trembling mind! 

I'll up—I thought I heard a bugle bind 


Its silver with the silver of the wind.' 
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His Wife and Baby 


In the lone place of the leaves, 

Where they touch the hanging eaves, 

There sprang a spray of joyous song that sounded sweet and sturdy; 
And the baby in the bed 

Raised the shining of his head. 

And pulled the mother's lids apart to wake and watch the birdie. 


She kissed lip-dimples sweet, 

The red soles of his feet, 

The waving palms that patted hers as wind-blown blossoms wander; 
He twined her tresses silk 

Round his neck as white as milk — 


'Now, baby, say what birdie sings upon his green spray yonder.' 


'He sings a plenty things — 

Just watch him wash his wings I 

He says Papa will march to-day with drums home through the city. 
Here, birdie, here's my cup. 

You drink the milk all up; 


I'll kiss you, birdie, now you're washed like baby clean and pretty. 


She rose; she sought the skies 
With the twin joys of her eyes; 
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She sent the strong dove of her soul up through the dawning's glory 


She kissed upon her hand 
The glowing golden band 


That bound the fine scroll of her life and clasped her simple story. 


His Sweetheart 


Sylvia's lattices were dark— 
Roses made them narrow. 

In the dawn there came a Spark, 
Armed with an arrow: 

Blithe he burst by dewy spray, 
Winged by bud and blossom. 
All undaunted urged his way 
Straight to Sylvia's bosom. 
‘Sylvia !' Sylvia ! Sylvia! he 
Like a bee kept humming, 
"Wake, my sweeting; waken thee, 
For thy Soldier's coming" 
Sylvia sleeping in the dawn, 
Dreams that Cupid's trill is 
Roses singing, on the lawn, 
Courting crested lilies. 

Sylvia smiles and Sylvia sleeps, 
Sylvia weeps and slumbers; 


Cupid to her pink ear creeps, 
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Pipes his pretty numbers. 
Sylvia dreams that bugles play, 
Hears a martial drumming; 
Sylvia springs to meet the day 
With her Soldier coming. 
Happy Sylvia, on thee wait 
All the gracious graces! 
Venus mild her cestus plait 
Round thy lawns and laces ! 
Flora fling a flower most fair, 
Hope a rainbow lend thee! 

All the nymphs to Cupid dear 
On this day befriend thee! 
‘Sylvia! Sylvia! Sylvia!’ hear 
How he keeps a-humming, 
Laughing in her jewelled ear, 


'Sweet, thy Soldier's coming! 


From 'The Helot' 


Who may quench the god-born fire 
Pulsing at the soul's deep root? 
Tyrant, grind it in the mire, 

Lo, it vivifies the brute! 

Stings the chain-embruted clay. 


Senseless to his yoke-bound shame; 
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Goads him on to rend and slay. 
Knowing not the spurring flame! 
Tyrant, changeless stand the gods. 
Nor their calm might yielded thee; 
Not beneath thy chains and rods 
Dies man's god-gift, Liberty! 
Bruteward lash thy Helots, hold 
Brain and soul and clay in gyves. 
Coin their blood and sweat in gold, 
Build thy cities on their lives — 
Comes a day the spark divine 
Answers to the gods who gave; 
Fierce the hot flames pant and shine 
In the bruised breast of the slave. 
Changeless stand the gods !—nor he 
Knows he answers their behest, 
Feels the might of their decree 

In the blind rage of his breast. 
Tyrant, tremble when ye tread 
Down the servile Helot clods 

Under despot heel is bred 

The white ang'er of the gods. 
Through the shackle-cankered dust, 
Through the gyved soul, foul and dark, 
Force they, changeless gods and just, 


Up the bright, eternal spark, 
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Till, like lightnings vast and fierce. 
On the land its terror smites; 
Till its flames the tyrant pierce. 


Till the dust the despot bites. 
The Mother s Soul 


When the moon was horned the mother died, 
And the child pulled at her hand and knee, 
And he rubbed her cheek and loudly cried : 
*0 mother, arise, give bread to me !' 

But the pine tree bent its head. 

And the wind at the door-post said: 

*0 child, thy mother is dead" 

The sun set his loom to weave the day; 

The frost bit sharp like a silent cur; 

The child by her pillow paused in his play: 
“Mother, build up the sweet fire of fir!' 

But the fir tree shook its cones, 

And loud cried the pitiful stones: 

"Wolf Death has thy mother's bones!’ 

They bore the mother out on her bier; 

Their tears made warm her breast and shroud; 
The smiling child at her head stood near; 
And the long, white tapers shook and bowed, 
And said with their tongues of gold. 
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To the ice lumps of the grave mold: 
‘How heavy are ye and cold! 


They buried the mother; to the feast 


They flocked with the beaks of unclean crows. 


The wind came up from the red-eyed east 
And bore in its arms the chill, soft snows. 
They said to each other: 'Sere 

Are the hearts the mother held dear; 
Forgotten, her babe plays here !' 

The child with the tender snowflakes played, 
And the wind on its fingers twined his hair ; 
And still by the tall, brown grave he stayed. 
Alone in the churchyard lean and bare. 

The sods on the high grave cried 

To the mother's white breast inside: 

Xie still ; in thy deep rest bide !' 

Her breast lay still like a long-chilled stone, 
Her soul was out on the bleak, grey day; 
She saw her child by the grave alone. 

With the sods and snow and wind at play. 
Said the sharp lips of the rush, 

'Red as thy roses, O bush. 

With anger the dead can blush !' 

A butterfly to the child's breast flew, * 
Fluttered its wings on his sweet, round cheek, 


Danced by his fingers, small, cold and blue. 
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The sun strode down past the mountain peak. 
The butterfly whispered low 

To the child: 'Babe, follow me; know. 

Cold is the earth here below.' 

The butterfly flew ; followed the child, 
Lured by the snowy torch of its wings; 

The wind sighed after them soft and wild 
Till the stars wedded night with golden rings; 
Till the frost upreared its head, 

And the ground to it groaned and said: 

"The feet of the child are lead !' 

The child's head drooped to the brown, sere mold, 
On the crackling cones his white breast lay; 
The butterfly touched the locks of gold, 

The soul of the child sprang from its clay. 
The moon to the pine tree stole, 

And silver-lipped, said to its bole: 

'How strong is the mother's soul" 

The wings of the butterfly grew out 

To the mother's arms, long, soft and white; 
She folded them warm her babe about, 

She kissed his lips into berries bright, 

She warmed his soul on her breast; 

And the east called out to the west: 

‘Now the mother's soul will rest!’ 


Under the roof where the burial feast 
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Was heavy with meat and red with wine, 
Each crossed himself as out of the east 
A strange wind swept over oak and pine. 
The trees to the home-roof said: 

''Tis but the airy rush and tread 

Of angels greeting thy dead.' 


The Rose 


The Rose was given to man for this: 

He, sudden seeing it in later years. 

Should swift remember Love's first lingering kiss 
And Grief's last lingering tears; 

Or, being blind, should feel its yearning soul 
Knit all its piercing perfume round his own, 
Till he should see on memory's ample scroll 
All roses he had known; 

Or, being hard, perchance his finger-tips 
Careless might touch the satin of its cup, 

And he should feel a dead babe's budding lips 
To his lips lifted up; 

Or, being deaf and smitten with its star. 
Should, on a sudden, almost hear a lark 

Rush singing up—the nightingale afar 

Sing through the dew-bright dark; 


Or, sorrow-lost in paths that round and round 
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Circle old graves, its keen and vital breath 
Should call to him within the yew's bleak bound 
Of Life, and not of Death. 
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Five Poems by Charles G. D. Roberts (1860-1943) 


Cambrai and Marne 


Before our trenches at Cambrai 
We saw their columns cringe away. 
We saw their masses melt and reel 


Before our line of leaping steel. 


A handful to their storming hordes, 


We scourged them with the scourge of swords, 


And still, the more we slew, the more 


Came up for every slain a score. 


Between the hedges and the town 
The cursing squadrons we rode down; 
To stay them we outpoured our blood 


Between the beetfields and the wood. 


In that red hell of shrieking shell 
Unfaltering our gunners fell; 
They fell, or ere that day was done, 


Beside the last unshattered gun. 


But still we held them, like a wall 


On which the breakers vainly fall — 
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Till came the word, and we obeyed, 


Reluctant, bleeding, undismayed. 


Our feet, astonished, learned retreat; 
Our souls rejected still defeat; 
Unbroken still, a lion at bay, 


We drew back grimly from Cambrai. 


In blood and sweat, with slaughter spent, 
They thought us beaten as we went, 
Till suddenly we turned, and smote 


The shout of triumph in their throat. 


At last, at last we turned and stood— 
And Marne's fair water ran with blood; 
We stood by trench and steel and gun, 


For now the indignant flight was done. 


We ploughed their shaken ranks with fire, 
We trod their masses into mire; 
Our sabres drove through their retreat 


As drives the whirlwind through young wheat. 


At last, at last we drove them back 
Along their drenched and smoking track; 
We hurled them back, in blood and flame. 
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The reeking ways by which they came. 


By cumbered road and desperate ford 
How fled their shamed and harassed horde! 
Shout, Sons of Freemen, for the day 


When Marne so well avenged Cambrai! 
Monition 


A faint wind, blowing from World's End, 
Made strange the city street, 

A strange sound mingled in the fall 

Of the familiar feet. 

Something unseen whirled with the leaves 
To tap on door and sill. 

Something unknown went whispering by 
Even when the wind was still. 

And men looked up with startled eyes. 
And hurried on their way. 

As if they had been called, and told 

How brief their day. 


At the Gates of Spring 


With April here. 


And first thin green on the awakening bough, 
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What wonderful things and dear. 

My tired heart to cheer, 

At last appear! 

Colours of dream afloat on cloud and tree. 
So far, so clear, 

A spell, a mystery; 

And joys that thrill and sing. 

New come on mating wing. 

The wistfulness and ardour of the spring— 


And Thou ! 


All Night the Lone Cicada 


All night the lone cicada 
Kept shrilling through the rain— 
A voice of joy undaunted 


By unforgotten pain. 


Down from the wind-blown branches 
Rang out the high refrain, 
By tumult undisheartened, 
By storm assailed in vain. 


To looming vasts of mountain 


And shadowy deeps of plain, 


The ephemeral, brave defiance 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 134 


Adventured not in vain. 


Till to the faltering spirit 
And to the weary brain, 
From loss and fear and failure, 


My joy returned again. 


Earth, Sufficing all our Needs 


O Earth, sufficing all our needs, O you 
With room for body and for spirit, too, 
How patient while your children vex their souls 


Devising ahen heavens beyond your blue! 


Dear dwelling of the immortal and unseen. 
How obstinate in my blindness have I been, 
Not comprehending what your tender calls, 


Veiled promises and reassurance, mean! 


Not far and cold the way that they have gone, 
Who thro' your sundering darkness have withdrawn: 
Almost within our hand-reach they remain 


Who pass beyond the sequence of the dawn. 


Not far and strange the heavens, but very near, 


Your children's hearts unknowingly hold dear. 
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At times we almost catch the door swung wide— 


An unforgotten voice almost we hear. 


I am the heir of heaven—and you are just. 
You, you alone I know, and you I trust. 

Tho' I seek God beyond the farthest star. 
Here shall I find Him, in your deathless dust. 
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Historical Poems 
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Corinnae Concubitus by Ovid 


In summer's heat, and mid-time in the day, 

To rest my limbs, upon a bed I lay, 

One window shut, the other open stood, 

Which gave such light as twinkles in a wood, 
Like twilight glimpse at setting of the sun, 

Or night being past, and yet not day begun; 

Such light to shamefaced maidens must be shown 
Where they may sport, and seem to be unknown: 
Then came Corinna in her long loose gown, 

Her white neck hid with tresses hanging down, 
Resembling fair Semiramis going to bed, 

Or Lais of a thousand wooers sped, 

I snatched her gown being thin, the harm was small, 
Yet strived she to be covered therewithal, 

And striving thus as one that would be cast, 
Betrayed herself, and yielded at the last, 

Stark naked as she stood before mine eye, 

Not one welt in her body could I spy. 

What arms and shoulders did I touch and see, 
How apt her breasts were to be pressed by me, 
How smooth a belly under her waist saw I, 

How large a leg, and what a lusty thigh. 

To leave the rest, all liked me passing well; 


I clinged her naked body, down she fell: 
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Judged you the rest, being tired she bade me kiss; 


love send me more such afternoons as this! 


Book 1. Elegia V. 
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The Day is Done by Henry Wordsworth Longfellow 


The day is done, and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night 
As a feather is wafted downward 


From an eagle in his flight 


I see the lights of the village 
Gleam through the rain and the mist 
And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me 


That my soul cannot resist: 


A feeling of sadness and longing, 
That is not akin to pain. 
And resembles sorrow only 


As the mist resembles the rain. 


Come read to me some poem, 

Some simple and heartfelt lay, 

That shall soothe this restless feeling, 
And banish the thoughts of the day. 


Not from the grand old masters, 
Not from the bards sublime, 
Whose distant footsteps echo 


Through the corridors of time. 
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For, like strains of martial music, 
Their mighty thoughts suggest 
Life's endless toil and endeavour; 


And tonight I long to rest. 


Read from some humbler poet, 
Whose songs gush from their! heart, 
As showers from the clouds of summer 


Or tears from the eyelids start; 


Who, through long days of labour, 
An nights devoid of ease, 
Still heard in his soul the music 


Of wonderful melodies. 


Such songs have power to quiet 
The restless pulse of care, 
And come like the benedictions 


That follows after prayer. 


Then read from the treasured volume 
The poem of thy choice, 

And lend to the rhyme of the poet 
The beauty of thy voice. 


Poetic Voice Volume 5 - Summer 2021 Page 142 


And the night shall be filled with music 
And the cares that infest the day, 

Shall fold their tents, like the Bedouin 2 
As they silently steal away. 


Footnotes: 


1) his changed to their 


2) Arab changed to Bedouin: Bedouin is a play on words, as in bed-you-in 
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An Epitaph by Walter de la Mare 


Here lies a beautiful lady, 
Light of step and heart was she; 
I think she was the most beautiful lady 


That ever was in West Country. 
But beauty vanishes; beauty passes; 
However rare — rare it be; 


And when I crumble, who will remember 


This lady of West Country? 
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The Lady and the Magpie by Arthur Wayley 


(translated from an anonymous 9th century Chinese poem) 


Lucky magpie, holy bird, 

what hateful lies you tell! 

Prove, if you can, 

that ever once your coming 
brought good luck. 

Once too often you have come, 
and this time I have caught you 
And shut you up in a golden cage, 


and will not let you talk. 


Lady, I came with kind intent 
and truly bring you joy; 
Little did I think you would 
hold me fast 


and lock me in a golden cage. 


If you really want that far-off man 
to come quickly home, 
Set me free; I will bear him word, 


flying through the grey clouds. 
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Some Sonnets by William Shakespeare 


O Mistress Mine 


Oh Mistress mine, where are you roaming? 
Oh, stay and hear! Your true love's coming, 
That can sing both high and low: 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 

Journey's end in lovers meeting 


Every wise man's son doth know. 


What is love? “tis not hereafter; 
Present mirth hath present laughter; 
What's to come is still unsure: 

In delay there lies no plenty; 

Then come kiss me, sweet 


— and- twenty! 


Youth's stuff will not endure. 


From Venus and Adonis 


Who sees his true-love in her naked bed, 
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white, 


But when his glutton eyes so full hath fed, 
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His other agents aim at like delight? 
Who is so faint that dares not be so bold, 


To touch the fire the weather being cold? 


Ophelia's song — Hamlet 


By Gis and by Saint Charity, 


Alack, and fie for shame! 


Young men will do't, if they come to't; 


By cock, they are to blame. 


Quoth she, *before you tumbled me, 


You promised me to wed.” 


‘So would ha’ done, by yonder sun, 


an thou hadst not come to my bed. 


Sonnet XXIX 


Th'expense of spirit in a waste of shame 

In lust in action; and till action, lust 

Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust; 
Enjoy'd no sooner but despiséd straight 


Past reason hunted; and, no sonner had, 
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Past reason hated, as a swallow'd bait 
On purpose laid to mate the taker mad: 
Mad in pursuit, and in possession so; 
Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme; 
A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe; 
Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dream. 
All this the world well knows; yet none knows well 


To shun heaven the heaven that leads men to this hell. 


Sonnet CXVI 


Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love if not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove: 

Oh, no! It is an ever-fixed mark, 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken. 
Within his bending sickle's compass come; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error, and upon me prov'd, 


I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d. 
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The Loveliness of Love by George Darley 


It is not Beauty I demand, 
A crystal brow, the moon's despair, 
Nor the snow's daughter, a white hand 


Nor a mermaid's yellow pride of hair: 


Tell me not of your starry eyes, 
Your lips that seem on roses fed, 
Your breasts, where Cupid trembling lies 


Nor sleeps for kissing of his bed; — 


A bloomy pair of vermeil cheeks 
Like Hebe's in her ruddiest hours, 
A breath that softer music speaks 


Than summer winds a-wooing flowers, 


These are but gauds: nay, what are lips? 
Coral beneath the ocean-stream, 
Whose brink when your adventurers sips 


Full of the perisheth on them. 


And what are cheeks, but ensigns oft 
That wave hot youth to fields of blood? 
Did Helen's breasts, though ne'er so soft, 


Do Greece or Ilium any good? 
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Eyes can with baleful ardour burn; 
Poison can breath, that esrt perfumed; 
There's many a white hand holds an urn 


With lovers' hearts to dust consumed. 


For crystal brows — there's nought within; 
They are empty cells for pride; 
He who the Syren's hair would win 


Is mostly strangled in the tide. 


Give me, instead of Beauty's bust, 
A tender heart, a loyal mind 
Which with temptation I could trust, 


Yet never linked with error find, — 


One in whose gentle bosom i 
Could pour my secret heart of woes, 
Like the care-burthened honey-fly 


That hides his murmurs in the rose, — 


My earthly Comforter! Whose love 
So indefeasible might be 
That, when my spirit won above, 


Hers could not stay, for sympathy 
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To his Mistress Going to Bed by John Donne 


Come, Madam, come, all rest my powers defy, 
Until I labour, I in labour lie, 


The foe oft-times having the foe in sight, 


Is tired of standing though he never fight. 


Off with that girdle, like heaven's zone glistening, 


But a fairer world encompassing. 


Unpin than spangled breastplate which you wear, 
That th'eyes of busy fools may be stopped there. 
Unlace yourself, for that harmonious chime, 


Tells me from you, that now it is bedtime. 


Off with that happy busk, which I envy, 
That still can be, and still can stand nigh. 
Your gown going off, such beauteous state reveals, 


As when from flowery meads th'hill shadow steals. 


Off with that wiry coronet and show 
The hairy diadem which on you doth grow: 
Now off with those shoes, and then safely tread 


In this lover's hallowed temple, this soft bed. 
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In such white robes, heaven's angels used to be 

Received by men; thou angel bring'st with thee 

A heaven like Mohamet's paradise; and though 

Ill spirits walk in white, we easily know, 

By these angels from an evil sprite, 

Those set our hairs, but these our flesh upright, License my roving hands, 
and let them go, 


Before, behind, between, above, below. 


O my America! My new-found-land, 

My kingdom, safelist when with one man manned, 
My mine of precious stone, my empery, 

How blest am I in this discovering thee, 

To enter in these bonds, is to be free; 


Then there where my hands is set, my seal shall be. 


As souls unbodied, bodies unclothed must be, 
To taste whole joys. Gems which you women use 


Are like Atlanta's balls, cast in men's views, 


That when a fool's eye lighteth on a gem, 

His earthly soul may covet their's, not them. 
Like pictures, or like books' gay coverings made 
For laymen, are all woman thus arrayed; 
Themselves are mystic books, 


which only we (Whom their imputed grace will dignify) 
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Must see revealed. 
Then since that I may know; 


As liberally, as to a midwife show ... 


Theyself: cast all, yea, 
this white linen hence, 
Here is no penance, much less innocence. 


To teach the ... 


I am naked first; why then 
What need'st thou have more covering 


.... than a man? 
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An Epithalamion, or Wedding Song by John Donne 


On the lady Elizabeth, and Count Palatine Being married on St. Valentine's 
day 


Haile Bishop Valentine, whose day this is, 

All the Aire is thy Diocis, 

And all the chirping Choristers 

And other birds are they Parishioners, 

Thou marryest every yeare 

The Lirique Larke, and the grave whispering Dove, The Sparrow that 
neglects his life for love, 

The household Bird, with the red stomacher, 
Thou mak'st the black bird speed as soone, 

As doth the Goldfinch, or the Halcyon; 

The husband cocke looks out, and straight is sped, 
And meets his wife, which brings her feather-bed. 
This day more cheerfully than ever shine, 

This day, which might enflame thy self, 

Old Valentine. 
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Come Sit Thee Down by Anonymous (before 1600) 


Come sit thee down by this cool stream 
Never yet warmed by Titan's beams! 

My tender youth thy waist shall clip 

And fix upon your cherry lips; 

And lay thee down on the green bed, 
Where thou shall lose thy maiden's head. 


See how the little Philip Sparrow, 
Whose songs do overflow with marrow, 
On yonder bough how he doth prove 
With his mate the joys of love, 

And doth instruct thee, as he doth trad. 


O you younglings, be not nice! 
Coyness in maids is such a vice, 
That if in youth you do not marry, 
In age young men will let you tarry. 
By my persuasion then be led, 


And lose in time thy maiden’s head. 


Clothes that embroidered be with gold, 
If never worn, will quickly mold; 
If in time you do not pluck 


The damask rose or the Apricot, 
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In unflinching Autumn they'll be dead 


Then lose in time thy maidenhead. 


Anonymous (before 1600), 
Percy's Folio, MSS. Vol. IV 
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Last Sonnet by John Keats 


Bright star! Would I were steadfast as thou art — 
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 


And watching, with eternal lids apart, 

Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite, 

The moving waters at their priest-like task 
Of pure ablution round earth's human shores, 


Of grazing on the new soft-fallen mask 


Of snow upon the mountains and the moors — 
No — yet still steadfast, still unchangeable 
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast, 
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 


Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 


Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 


And so live ever — or else swoon death 
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